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Once Around the Ride 


Author's Notes: 

| couldn't wait to get this pic started and posted! It's a lot lighter than the previous two pieces of work that | 
posted, but it does get your heart racing. There's sex scenes in every chapter. | would like to consider this fic 
a romance/smut fic. There's bits of angst in the later chapters, but nothing dark or gory. There will be a total 
of four chapters for this fic. Its told from Tom's point-of-view, as well. There aren't any cautionary warnings 
for this fic either-just a lot of sexual scenes. Sexy scenes. Between Tom and Blackie. Okay, I'm done now. XD | 
hope that you enjoy this fic, everyonel! Be sure to let me know what you all think of it! <3 All of your reviews 
are highly appreciative! <3 


There was something about that mysterious man that attracted me to him. | am not even sure what it was 
or why it happened, but | couldn't help but to stare at him every time he was in my presence. | couldn't help 
it that my heart skipped a beat every time | heard his voice. | couldn't help the fact that my breath got 
caught inside of my throat whenever | went to talk to him. That made me sound like a complete idiot. He 
simply chuckled at me and shook his head. | was clearly inferior to him. | was nothing to him, his domineering 
presence triumphing over all. | wanted to show him what | was made of though. | wanted to show him that | 


did have talent and that my boys and | knew how to rock the house. Cinderella and WASP. were touring 


Together, which was how | was really able to cross paths with this man. Of course, | have heard about him 
numerous times and was in his presence a couple of times prior to this, but this was the first time | really 
got a glimpse of how he really was and he got a gander of me. | do not really know what he thought of me, 
but | was sure that | made for a good laugh. | did not want to be a laugh though. | wanted to matter. 


He stood off to the side backstage during the first part of our performance, just observing. | did not change 
anything in regards to my actions or performance. | was not buttering anything up or watering anything down. | 
was going to give my performance my all like | normally would. | kept going by Eric, at times, though because 
he was standing at the same side that he was. | would make careful eye contact with him, seducing everybody 
around me like | normally would. The crowd was loving our performance and that made me push myself even 
more. | lost sight of him after Fred's drum solo, however. | looked around for him and found him down near 
the crowd, observing my every move. | flung myself everywhere. Dancing, crawling, shaking my hips, licking my 
lips, grinding myself on objects within my reach. The crowd went crazy - not to mention the fact that there 
were a lot of men in the audience. That made me chuckle. My bandmates were highly distracted by me, Fred 
straining himself at the drums and Jeff and Eric wandering towards me. That made me laugh. | made eye 
contact with that devious character and he even seemed to emit a sense of intrigue despite the stoic 


disposition that he was displaying. 


| noticed that he was gone by the time the show ended. We did our encore, gave ourselves away with the good 
bye, and trotted off of the stage. He was waiting there, high fiving each of my bandmates and shaking their 
hands as they passed by him. | was taken back a bit when he grabbed my arm as | passed him by. | looked at 


him and he had a grin spread across his face. 

‘lm impressed, Keifer... | didn't think that you had it in you to do what you did up there." 
"Well, you don't know what l'm capable of then, do you, Blackie?" 

"Hm." He let go of my arm. "I guess not. | take it that you have more to show me then?" 


"You bet ya" | grinned and he chuckled. Blackie Lawless was actually chuckling with me and not at me. This 


seemed to be a first. "You'll see how | can keep a crowd movin." 


With that, | walked away from him before he was able to respond back to me. | was laughing to myself the 
entire time | was walking back to our dressing room. The rest of the guys were in there fooling around when | 
got there and | got tackled by hugs. They were all complaining about being hungry, which was understandable, 
and were going to go get some food. They wanted me to go with them, but | couldn't yet. | couldn't until | took 
care of something first. | told them that | needed to rest for a bit and that | would meet up with them 
afterwards. | started to take my jewelry off and went over to the sink to splash water on my face and wash 
my hands to keep myself occupied while they were still in the room. | sat down on the couch when | was done 
to try to relax a bit. My heart was racing and | felt anxious. Energy was coursing through my veins and it 


was not being burned up fast enough. 


The guys asked me if | was going to be okay before they left and | smiled, telling them that | would be fine. 


They weren't even out of the room for a second and | was already on my feet. | could not believe what | was 
about to do. | was aching. | was burning. | needed to be touched. | shakily slid my leggings down past my hips 
and let out a shaky sigh once | was exposed to the chill of the room. | touched myself and a bit of pre-cum 
oozed onto my hand. | used it as a device to make this go quicker. | did not think that it would take me very 
long to jerk myself off because | was practically dying with every move of my wrist. Sweat dripped off of the 
corner of my eyebrow and my chest glistened with it. Thankfully, | was wearing an open shirt; it made the 
experience a lot more intriguing. My knees quivered and | did not hold back on letting the moans escape my lips. 
His name even escaped my lips a few times, making me practically writhe while | was standing. When | came, it 
felt like one of the most freeing experiences of my life. | dropped to one knee while gasping for breath. My 
right hand was covered in my own cum. | looked down at it and | felt uncomfortable, for some odd reason. | 


needed to regain my composure so | could clean myself up. 
"My, my.. The surprises never cease to end with you, does it, Keifer?" 


"Oh, God," | whispered. It was him. It was his voice. | turned my head to look at him and | saw that he was 
standing in the doorway with his arms crossed, a giant smirk spread across his face. He looked quite amused, 
naturally. "How long were you standing there?" 


"Long enough" He walked towards me and | immediately tried to stand up, putting myself away as quickly as | 
could. | did not want him to see any more than what he already saw. 


"| - | need to wash my hands," | stammered. | made an attempt to walk away from him, but he grabbed my 
forearm and yanked me towards himself. | let out a small whimper as he held up my right hand - the one that 
was soiled. 


"No, you don't. | want you to do something else to clean them off.. | want you to lick your hand clean" He took 
my arm and pushed it towards myself so that my dirty fingertips were brushing across my lips. "Come on, 


Tommy... You know that you want to." 


My heart was beginning to race again. | parted my lips and took my middle fingertip into my mouth, slowly 
savoring the unique taste of my own bodily fluid. It was interesting. It made my breathing heavy. He let go of 
my arm once he saw that | was not going to pull away. | did that with every finger and he watched me 
intently, chuckling to himself as my tongue became coated with cum. | swallowed every bit of it and licked my 


lips once | was finished. | remained breathless and | didn't know what to say. 


| didn't need to say anything though. Blackie Lawless wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me closer to 
himself - so close that our bodies were touching. | gasped and he leaned down to kiss me. | was stunned. | did 
not know what was going on or what was going to happen. | did not resist though. | parted my lips and let his 
tongue dance with mine, savoring the warmth of his mouth. He tasted good, like spices. |, on the other hand, 
tasted probably like sex. My sex. That is disgusting. He did not complain though. He used his free hand to peel 
off the garments from my shoulder, exposing my flesh to the air even more. He gripped onto my shoulder 
before he let his hand trail down to my chest. He pinched my hard nipple and fiddled with it with his fingertips. 


| let out a moan and wrapped my arms around his neck so | could hold onto him even tighter. The arm that 


was cradling my waist released itself and | felt yet another hand on my body, teasing the fabric on my hips, 
fingers sneaking their way into the gap of the fabric. The restriction of the material did not stop his wandering 
hand from finding my penis to give it a squeeze. 


Letting out a loud groan, | pulled myself away from him and away from his touches. | was panting and looked 
disheveled without even trying. "Blackie, we can't do this here.. What if somebody catches us?" 


"Well then," he snickered, "Why don't we just go to my hotel room? It's, literally, across the street from the 
venue here... It wouldn't take us long to get there at all." He licked his lips while he stared at me. 


‘Okay... | - | have to leave a note though. | don't want the guys wondering where | went to." | snapped out of 


my trance and rushed over to a table to look for paper and something to write with. 
"Tom, don't take all day," Blackie warned me. 


"lm not! | - | just need to find something to - oh, here's a pen!" | grabbed the pen and used the back of a set 
list to scribble a message down to the guys, letting them know that | was going with Blackie to his hotel room. 
That didn't sound awkward at all, but | didn't know what else to write and | didn't want to make Blackie agitated 
by making him wait for me. "Alright. Let's go." 


| walked over to Blackie and he grabbed me by my hand, not giving me a chance to straighten myself up at all. 
Oh well. | guess it was power for the course, right? He was walking so fast, | practically had to run to keep up 
with him. My arm was stretched to about as far as it could go and | felt like he was going to yank it from its 
socket. His grip was pretty tight too, but it was not tight enough to hurt though. People paid us no mind as we 
passed by them, even when we made it outside of the venue. It was a warm, but partly cloudy day outside. 
The fresh air was nice too. It helped to ground me a bit, despite the fact that | was being dragged around by 
this domineering and towering presence. | needed as much grounding and sensibility as | could get because | was 


in for a ride that would leave me completely breathless. 


Hot and Bothered 


Author's Notes: 

I'm sorry for the late update with this fic, guys! I've had this chapter typed for a while now, but | was 
wrapped up in finishing another fic that's a good ten chapters long! ;) | still have to type the remaining 
chapters for this fic and all of the ones for my newly finished one, but at least | have finished products! ;) 
This chapter is a sexy one and starts the adventures of Blackie and Tom. ;) There isn't anything included in this 
chapter that | have to give a warning for. Just be ready to be hypnotized by Blackie's dominance and Tom's 
sex appeal. Tee hee! Please, please, please, let me know what you guys think of it!<3 


My heart was racing and | felt anxious. | did not know what to expect or what was waiting for me once we got 
inside of the hotel room. | looked around as Blackie opened the hotel room door and motioned for me to go 
inside first. | walked to the middle of the room and looked around at my surroundings. The room was huge: 
tables arranged neatly, chairs randomly placed at certain points of the room, a kitchen complete with a sit-in 
counter, and a king-sized bed. The room reminded me more of a fancy apartment that rich New Yorkers 
tended to live in rather than a simple hotel room. There was plenty of space with plenty of fancy furniture - 
that was for sure. | felt in awe of my surroundings. A chill ran through my body. | also sensed a presence 
behind me and was greeted by Blackie wrapping his strong arms around my waist. He pulled my body closer to 
his and began to plant kisses on the nape of my neck. Another chill ran through my body. His lips traveled up 
to my ear and | could feel his hot breath tingling the sensitive organ. 


"I want you to take off all of your clothes for me and fold them neatly in the corner," he whispered. He let go 
of my body and took a step back. | slowly turned around and he had the biggest smirk on his face. | could feel 
my cheeks begin to burn with embarrassment, shyness, and vulnerability. | was about to bear my soul to this 


man. 


Letting out a sigh, | walked over to the corner chair that was placed by the closet doors. | carefully stripped 
myself of each item of my clothing, one-by-one. It did not take me long to take everything off, since | was 
only wearing boots, socks, leggings, and one of my long, flowing jacket-type pieces. | was glad that | decided to 
take my jewelry off already. The only thing that | left on was the little, red ribbons that | wore on my wrists. 
They were cute and made me feel more playful. My cheeks burned red again as | carefully folded my clothes 
and placed them neatly on the chair. | could feel Blackie's gaze burning into my body with every move that | 
made. | kept my head down as | walked to the middle of the room again, my long hair offering me some form 


of false comfort and protection. 


"There's no need to go shy on me now, litle cutie.. | want you to pop like the firecracker that you were 
before." Blackie walked up to me and tilted my head upwards to look at him. | wanted to turn my head away 
from him, but he held my chin lightly in his grip and | did not want to anger him. My heart began to race 


again and | knew that something was going to be coming. 


| was right. | swear that this man has superhuman strength because he was able to push my body directly 
into the wall that was a good few feet behind me. | did not even see it coming. My head collided with the wall 
and left me feeling dazed. It left me even more vulnerable as Blackie roughly kissed me, his hands wandering, 
scratching at, and squeezing different parts of my body. | could not help but to moan a bit, arching my back a 
bit so | was able to push myself onto his groin. He chuckled through his kisses and let his head trail down to 
my right nipple. He took the tender piece of flesh into his mouth and bit down onto it, taking his teeth and 
dragging them across it. He kept one hand on my shoulder and used the other one to tease my pubic hair. | 
could feel myself getting aroused and | whimpered. | wrapped both of my arms around him and pushed my 
body forward. | needed to be touched even more. | needed him to touch me even more. 


| think that he was able to sense how | was feeling because he pushed my aching body away from his and 
lifted his head to look at me. He took a couple of steps backward and stared at me. | rested my head against 
the wall behind me and | slumped over a bit. My heart was pounding and my groin was throbbing. | needed 
something. | needed to do something. It was time for me to surprise him. | practically threw myself at Blackie 
and grinded myself onto his thigh. | threw my arms around his neck and shoved my thigh between his legs so | 
could give myself better leverage to hump his leg. He was laughing at me the entire time. He was highly 
amused by the way that | was acting. | knew that he enjoyed it though. | could tell by the aura that he was 
giving off and | could tell by the growing bulge between his legs. | moaned a couple of times, panting in between 
my vocalizations of pleasure. Blackie continued to chuckle and he placed his strong hands on my hips, pushing 
my pelvis away from himself. | whimpered and | tried to push myself onto him again, but he was stronger 


than me. 


‘| want you to do something for me, Tommy... | want you to get down on your knees for me.. | know that 


you're hungry.” 


| loosened my grip around his neck and | let my arms drop to their sides. | leaned away from Blackie and slowly 
dropped to my knees. My groin was throbbing and | could not stay still. | looked up at Blackie. | was anxious. | 

was needy. My bottom lip quivered and | nibbled it just to try to keep it still. He undid his pants and took them 
completely off, taking care to fold them and place them neatly off to the side. He was rock hard and it was all 


because of me. He stood in front of me, smiling down at me. 
"I think you know what to do, don't you?" He asked. It was obvious what he wanted me to do. 


| nodded in response and placed one hand on his hip and used the other to grip onto his member. | slowly leaned 
in and took the tip of it onto my mouth, using the sides of my tongue to gently brush up against it. | swirled 
my tongue around it and then took his length deeper into my mouth. | could feel the energy coursing through 
it. He placed one of his hands on the back of my head and pushed me so | could take it even more. | gagged a 
bit, but | kept up what | was doing. 


"| knew that that pretty, little mouth of yours was good for something else besides singing, you little slut... I'm 
going to work you good." Blackie ran his fingers through my hair until he got to the locks that hung over my 
shoulders. He brought his other hand into the picture and did the same thing. He took the locks of hair and 
pulled on them as he began to fuck my mouth. 


| gagged as | could feel his swollen cock being shoved down my throat. The more | gagged and attempted to 
cough, the harder he went. | tried to pull away, but he just held onto my hair even tighter. My eyes were 
beginning to well up with tears and | could not breathe. | wanted this, but | also didn't. | felt as if he was going 
to rip my hair out of my head. He was moaning, grunting, and violating every inch of my mouth, throat, and 
tongue. My breath was even being robbed from me. It was both frightening and intriguing all at the same time. 


"Get ready, Tom," Blackie grunted as he abruptly let go of my hair and slowly pulled himself out of my mouth. 
Cum was dripping everywhere and was seeping from between my lips. He gave himself a stroke and squirted all 
over my face and chest. | was gasping for air and collapsed onto my elbows. Blackie chuckled. "Swallow that for 


me, babe." 


| groaned and made this embarrassing slurping sound. | swallowed what cum was left in my mouth and licked 
my lips. My body was trembling and | was sweating profusely. | looked up at Blackie and | saw stars. "I - I'm 


sorry," | stammered. 
"For what?" 
For. Trying to pull away.. You were going so fast and so hard.. | couldn't breathe." 


"You don't need to apologize," he chuckled. "You resisting made it even more exciting for me.. Sit up for me. Let 


me see what I've done to you." 


| felt like a fool for apologizing to him about something like that. This is Blackie Lawless we're talking about 
here. He thrives off of sadistic experiences. | still felt stunned and | could still feel my body quivering from 
shock. | couldn't let myself give out now. Not yet. ! slowly pushed myself to a sitting position and faced Blackie. 
My chest and face were both sticky, wet, and smeared with his cum. 


"My, my.. You look fucking gorgeous, Keifer.. You're such a good, little cum slut, aren't you?" 


| nodded, feeling my cheeks flush with embarrassment. | have never been called such names before. It peaked 
my curiosity. It made me feel different. It made me feel.. funny. | couldn't help but to squirm a bit after 
hearing what he said to me. | stretched my legs out on the floor and spread them. My groin was throbbing 
again and | wanted nothing more than to touch it. | bit the bottom of my lip and | slowly raised a hand to 


cautiously place it on my groin. | hissed and bucked my hips slightly. Blackie was watching my every move. 
"Tisk, tisk, tisk.. You don't have to do that to yourself... I've got something else in store for you to have fun 
with.." He walked over to the bed and grabbed a pillow, tossing it to me. It landed in my lap and | placed both of 
my hands on it. "| want you to fuck the pillow.’ 


"You want me to what? Isn't that awkward though?" 


"Not really.. You'd be surprised at what some people do to entertain themselves and others... You'll look cute 


doing it," he taunted. 


| blushed and cracked a quick smile. Again, | shouldn't be surprised at what he was into. | couldn't sit still 
anyway and | did not have very many options to choose from. | would rather play with an object than a person 
in that way anyway. God, that sounds so wrong. What | mean by that is that | couldn't see myself fucking 
anybody and | definitely could not see myself fucking Blackie Lawless. | wasn't the one to fuck. | was the one 
who had to be fucked. It was not in my nature to top or dominate anyone. | had to be the one to be dominated, 
to be bottomed. | wasn't assertive; | was passive. | was submissive in nature and it was a miracle that | was 
even able to front a band This was what came naturally. This was my nature. | was prey to Blackie Lawless, 


the "King of Domination" Why shouldn't | give him what he desired - what | desired? 


| sat the pillow down next to me and crawled on top of it. | made it a point to face Blackie. | was going to give 


him what he wanted and | was going to enjoy it too. 


